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4 The Devil to Pay; Or, 


Nell. But they ſay, Huſband, the new Lady will not 
fuſfer « Stranger to enter her HIDE © 3 
Dr of ſmall Beer to her own ants ; and | 

ral of the Tenants Me as ho bades Neo. 
from her Ladyſhi own Hands, only for ſmelling firong 
Beer in her Hon 
Fob. A Pox on her, for a fanatical Jade! She has al- 
maſt diſtraQed the good Knight: But ſhe's now abroad 
* ſeaſting wi:h her Relations, and will ſcarce come Home 
To night; and we are to have much Drink, a Fiddle 
and merry Gambols. 
Nell. CO rt | 


2918 = 7 
S | 


Nell. 8 r 
promis d 1 ſhould fee the Houſe, and the Family * 
—_ fiace you married and brought me 
Feb. Why thou moſt audacious Strumpet, dar'ſt thou 
diſpute with me, thy Lord and Maſter ? Get in and ſpin, 
or elſe my Strap ſhall wind about thy Ribs moſt con- 


| AIR I. The Twitcher. 
1 le that has the beſt Wife 
= She's the Plague of his Life ; 
But of her that will ſcold and 
Let him cut her off ſhort 
Of her Meat and her Sport 
And ten Times a Day Hoop her dk brave Boys, 
And ten Times a Day Hoop her Bartel. 
Nell. Well, we poor Women muſt always be Slaves and 
never have any Joy, but you Men run and ramble at 
ure. 
AIR II. Fie, nay, pry'thee ä 
*Tis, I vow and © =p 
Very cruel, Dear, b — 
That I muſt not be alow d ta tall; 
Hence, I ſay get in 
| 14 To thy Wheel and ſpin, 
| Leſt upon your Back my Strap ſbou d walk. 


Nell. 


Vives Metamorphos'd 
Nell. Well, fince I muſt, 1 will begone; 
Go, go, you are a naughty Man 
Be ſure get drunk then, if you can. 
1 44 A nd May - 
e you ay lone ay ; 
my ſovereign Sway, 
Why thou molt fle: Baggage, will ou be hoop's 2 


Nell. 1 muſt obey. 
t I here's 


Jeb. 


| SCENE II. Sir John. 
Butler, Cook, Footman, Coachman, Lucy, Lettice, &c: 
I would the blind Fiddler and our dancing Neigh-, 
were here; that we might rejoice a lietle, while 
. I. have made a moſt fo; 


Bowl 
ſometime, for our deviliſe. 


of 
We had need rejoice 
Lady will never ſuffer it in her Hearing. 
Bat. lv Ss Ob. | 


I 20 His formier Lad was all Virtue and Mildneſs. 
* But, Ay, reſt her ſhe was ſo; bur his is tafole. 
ed with a Legion of Devils; who make her lay about her: 


like a Fury 1 3- 
AIR IH. Under the Greenwood Tree. 


Of all the Plagues of human Life, 
A Shrew is ſure the warſt; 
Scarce ons in den bat takes a Wise, 
But with a a 
4 
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am a true Exglifſh Heart, and look upon 


The Devil to Piy; Or, 


Since then the Plague in Marriage lies, 
W ho'd ruſh upon his Fate? 
When he for Freedow, Bondage buys, 
And ſtill repents toe late. 
Lucy. I am ſute I aiways feel her in my Bones; if her 
Complexion don't pleaſe her, or ſhe looks yellow in a 
Morning, I am ſure to look black and blue for it before 


Night. | 
Cook Pox on her: I dare not come within her Reach. 
I have ſome fix broken Heads already. A Lady, quo- 


tha! a She-Bear is a civiter Animal. 


Foot, Heaven help my poor Maſter ! this deviliſh Ter- 
ſcolding Woman will be the Death of him; I 


magant 
never ſaw a Man ſo altered in all the Days of my Life. 


\ Cook. There's a perpetual Motion in that Tongue of 
hers, and a damn'd ſhrill Pipe, enough to break the Drum 
of a Man's Ear. : | 
Enter Blind Fiddler, and Neighbours. 
Bur. Welcome, welcome all; this is our With. Ho- 


neſt old Acquaintance, Goodman Fobſon! how doſt 


thou ? | 2 
Fob. By my Troth, I am always ſharp ſet towards 
Punch, and, am now come: with a firm Reſolution, tho? 
but a poor Cobler, to be as richly drunk 2s a Lord ; 1 
Drunkenneſs as 
the beſt Part of the Liberty of the SubjeR. 
Lacy. Why did you not bring your Wife with. you 
| Job. Becauſe here are Wage, very Wags, — 
Rogues, and a Man may be a Cuckold before the King's 
Health can go round. 


AIR IV. Charles of Sweden. 
Come jolly Bachus, God of Wine 
. this Night with Pleaſure: 
et none at Cares of Life repine 
To our Pleaſure : 
Cho. Fill vp the mighty ſparkling Bowl, 
That every true and loyal Soul 
May drink and ſing without Controul, 
To ſupport our Pleaſure, | 
Thus mighty Bacchus ſhalt thou be 
Guardiaa to our Pleaſure. 


a 


L That under thy Protection we 
May enjoy new Pleaſare; 
And as the Hours glide away, 
Well in thy Name invokectheirStay, 
And fing thy Praiſes, that we may 
Live and Die with.Plealure. 
But. Here's our Maſter's Health in a Bumper. Huz- 


Bur. 'The King, — wi ina Brim- 
mer Down upon your Knees, you Rogues. 
AIR ** 
Here's. a Health to the King, 
2 perous Reign, 


Oe'r. Hills and high Mountains, 
We'll Drink dry the Fountains, | 
Until the Sun riſes again, brave toys, 
Until the Sun riſes again. 

Then Here's to thee my Boy boon 

Then Her hae 9h Boy boon ; 

As we have tarry'd all Day to Drink down the Sun, 

So. wen tarry and Drink down the rr brave Boys, 
[| So we'll tarry and Drink down the Moon. 

1 Enter Sir and Lady. 

5 Lach. O Heaven and '! What's here within my 

Doors ? Is Hell broke loſe ? What Troops of Fiends are 


here? Sirrab, you impudent Raſcal, ſpeak. - 
. . 


Micth and [ollity, it has always been the Cultom of this 
Houle, to gixe my Servants Liberty in this Seaſon, and 
to txeat my” Country Neighbours, that with innocent 
— ——— — 5 

Lady. I fay meddle with your own Affairs; I will go- 
vern my own without tting in an 
Shall | aſk Leave to correct my Jour 5 * 


Sir I thought Madan, this bad been Houſe, 
— Serve my 


—— —ZʒDV—ͤ— » * > 


Ie. Fll wry thy Voice here firſt, Villain, (, 
Je. Nouna ! what a paz, what a Devil ails you? 


9 The Devil to Pay; Or, 


here: nor will I be controul'd by cer a hunting, hawk- 
ing Knight in Chrifendoas. | | 
AIR VI. Sir Fobs. 
Ye Gods ye gave to me a Wife, 
Out of your Grace and Favour, 
To be the Comfort of my Lite, 
AndI was glad to have her. 
4 if your Providence divine, 
For greater Bliſs deſign her; 
To obey your will at any Tims, 
I am. ready to reſign her. | 
Sir Fobn, This is to be marry'd to a continual Tem- 
peſt ; Strife and Noite, Canting and Hypocriſy, are eter- 
nally afloat——"Tis impoſſible to bear it long, | 
Lady. Ye filthy Scoundrels, and odious Jades, I'll 
teach you to Junket thus; and fieal my Proviſions, I 
ſhall be devoured at this Rate. 8 
. I thought, Madam, we might be merry once 


upon a Holida 


Lady. Holiday, you Popiſh Cur! Is one Day | 
holy than another? and it it be, you'll RP 
drunk upon it, you Rogue. (beats bim) You Minx, you 
impudent Flirt, are you jigging it after an abominable 
Fiddle ? all Dancing is whornth Huſſy. 

| ( her by tha Ears. 


Lacy. O-Lud! ſhe has pull'd off boch my Ears. 


Jeb. I am an honeſt, plain, Pſalm-fiaging Cobler, 
your Ladythip would but gp to Church, you. 
iht hear me above all the reſt there. | 

y hi 2 


Lady. O Wiretehl wicked Valet! | 
Sir For ſhame! your Behaviour is monſtrous ! 
Was ever poor Lady ſo milcrable in a brutiſh. 
Huſband, as I am? I that am fo pious and religious a 
Woman! | 8 | : 


* 
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Job. ſings. He that has the beſt Wife, - 
She's the Plague of his Life, 

But for her that will Scold and will quarrel. [Exie. 

Lady. O Rogue, Scoundrel, Villain! 1 

Sir John. Remember Modeſty. 

Lady. Fil rout you all with a Vengeance, I'll ſpoil 
your "Treble. 
ts the Fiddle about the blind Max's Head, 

Fid. O Murder, Murder! I am a dark Man, which 
Way fhall I get hence! O Heaven ! ſhe has broke my 
Fiddle, and * and my Wife and Children. 

Sir Jahn. Here, poor Fellow, take your Staff and be 
Frey there's Money to buy you two fuch that's your 


Fi Heaven- your Workip——blef you, 
ſweet Tan}, a Change indeed -— little did 
ever I think to find ſuch Doings in this Hall Place. 

res Sir ; muſt my 
Eſtate maintain you in your Pr | 

Se Jon. Gs vp o your Cſs, Pay and compaſs 


ro. DO wicked Man! to-bid me pray. 

Sit John. A Man can't be compleatly curvy, I ſee 

without Marriage, but fince there is ſuch a Thing as ſe- 

pu Maintenance, ſhe ſhall To morrow enjoy the Bene- 
it. 

AIR VII. Of all Comforts I mijcavry'd. 
Of the States in Life fo various, 
Marriage ſure is moſt precarious ; 

"Tis a Maze ſo f rangely winding, 
Still we are new Mares finding: 
"Tis an Action fo ſeyere, 
That naught but Degth can ſet us clear; 
 Happy's the Man, from Wedlock free, | 
Who knows to prize his Liberty : 
Were Men wary ; 
How they marry, 
We ſhould not be half ſo full of Miſery. 
— (Knocking at the Dgor. 
Here, where are my Servants? Muſt they, be frighted 
from me——Withia there ſee who knocks. 
Lady. Within there—— where are my Sluts? Ve Drabs, 
ye Queans — Lights there. Enter 


od. I hum | 
this r 1 am besighted, and tis 


Dec. Here s a Turn — here's a Wen 
| if I have any Art, you ſhall ſmart for this. Afede, 
| Sir Fobn. You fee, Friend, | am not Maſter of my 
own Houſe ; therefore to avoid any Uneafineſs, go down 
the Lane about a Quarter of a Mile, and you'll ſee a 
Coder's Cottage, ſtay there a little, and Ill ſend my Ser- 
vant to conduct you to a Tenant's Houſe, where you'll 
be well entertain'd. | 

Does. I thank you, Sir, I'm your moſt humble Ser- 
feel my Reſentment. 

Sir Jahn. Come Madam, you and I muſt have ſome 
Conference | 


Lady. Yes, will have a Conference and a Reforma- 
tion too in this Houle, or Fil turn it Up-fide dewn I— 
will. 


AIR VIII. 8. John. 

Grant me ye Powers but this Requeſt, 

And let who will the World conteſt: 

Coavey her to ſome diſtant Shore, 

Where | may ne'er behold her more. 

Or let me to ſome Cottage fly, | 

In Freedom's Arm to live and die. [ Exeunt. 

SCENE III. The Calis, 3. 

b y Sir, mend your Draught, if you pleaſe ; 

Doc. Thank you heartily good Woman, and to re- 
quite your Civilicy, I'll tell you your Fortune. char 


ee Hetamorphcs' d. 11 


Malt ©, Fray, do, Sir ; ] never had my Fortune told 
meinm 

1 the Lines of your Face. 

Nell. Tm afraid, Sir, tis none of the eleaneſt; Ihave 
been about dirty Work all this Day. 

Do. Come, come, tis a good Face, be not aſham'd 
of it, you ſhall ſhew it in greater Places ſuddenly. 
Nell. O dear Sir, I ſhall be mightily aſham d; I want 
Docity when I come before Folks. 

B. You muſt be confident, and fear nothing; there 
is much Happineſs attends : 


| | you. 
Nell. Lud! how came he to know that ? he muſt be 
2 Conjurer! indeed my Huſband is ſomewhat rugged, 
and in his Cups will beat me, but it is not much; he's 
R - 
> pros Cap of SS. 


1 
own Conch. 


The Devil to Pay; Or 


Nell. 0 Huſband ! here's the rareſt Man be 
has told me my Fortune. | 
„ e N fo and planted my Fortune too, a luſty 


| Pair of Horns upon my Head— Head— Ek! Is't not ſo? 
| Dock. Thy Wife's a virtuous Woman, and tho'lt be 


happy. —— 
4 Feb. Come out, you hang Dog, you .Juggler, you 
1 cheating, bamboozling Villain, muſt I be — you by 
— Mackmaticians, and Almanack- 
Neil. Pry'thee Peace, Huſband, we ſhall be rich, and 
have a Coach of our own 

Job. A Coach ! a Cart, a Wheel-barrow, you Jade— 
| by yo Mackin, ſhe's drunk, bloody drunk, moſt con- 
1 foundly drunk—Ge: you to Bed you Strumpet, = 
'F (Beats her 
1 Nell. O Mercy on us! is this a Taſte of my good 
$ Fortune. 

Dos. You had better not have touch d her you ſurly 


Rogue. 
Fob. Out of my Houſe, you Villain, or Til run my 
Awl up to the Handle in your Buttocks. 
eb. 


= 
— 


wl 
De8. r you paltry Slave. 


7 
CEN 


8 

AIR X. m 
My little Spirits now appear, | 

Nadir and Abiſbeg draw near, 

The Time is ſhort, make no Delay 


Fee this Night ſhall have an End, 
| You muſt this Cobler's Wife transform, 
And to the Koight's the like perform : 
With all your moſt ſpecifick Charms, 
Convey each Wife to different Arms ; 
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Thar none may know the Right from W 
1 Lightning and a Storm. (Thund. 


1 [Bar. 
SCENE changes to the Cabler's Houſe Jobſon 
at The Bed in View 

Jeb. What Devil has been abroad To-night ; I never 
heard ſuch Claps of Thunder in my Life. 1 br my 
little Hovel would have flown away; but now all is clear 

Sora 5 4 it is. Il ettle my- 
90 Fro work. They ſay, W — > Crmaes'b 


AIR XI. Charming Salk. 
Of all the Trades from Eaſt co Weſt, 
The Cobler's paſt 
Is like in Time to prove the 
Which every Day is mending, 
How great his Praiſe who can amend 
The Soals of all his Neighbours, 
Nor is unmindiul of his End, 
But to his Laft till Labours. 
Lady. Heyday ! what impudent Ballad fi ogue 
is thai, who dares wake me out ot 27 Sn have 
you flead, you Raſcal. : 
Fob. RS ora of is ſhe 


wW 
drunk fill ? 
XII. Now ponder well ye Parents dear. 
In Bath a wanton Wite did dwell, 
s Chaucer he did write, 


All on a ee 
And ſhe at length did die, 
And then her Soul at Heaven's Gate 
Did knock moſt mightily. 

Laay Why Villain, Naſcal, Screech-Owl, who mak- 
ieſt a wotſe Noile than a-Dog hung in the Pales, or a Hog 
in a high: Wind. Where are all my Servants? Some 
body come and "this Rogue. 8 (necks. 
\ Fob, hy, how now, you brazen Quean ! You'muſt 
get drunk with 6 Pl] give you 
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Fyes; ya [ods | 
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ye; the | 
the Butler, 


think you are out of 


- Butler, let me have ſome Small- 


tler! 


! pray Mr 
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! kifs me, Chip, 1 am out of my Wits ; we have the 
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Tho late I was a Cobler's Wife, © | 
a1 ; k 


LET 
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ere 

. Labour did endure a: "4 
1 ; cry Pm alter d quite, 


—_ e you will be over- 
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The Devil ts Pay; Or, 


to Sir Fobs 


there's to be rare 
open Houle kept 


- Huſband, ſhan 


Feafting and Re- 
tor three Months, 


. Well, 


and 


with you ? 
. What the Devil ails thee now ? Did 1 not tell 


21 


for deſiring to go, 


pain, with» ow? 


thou at it 


does the Villain mean by Strapping, and 


I have been 


. What 


but fix Weeks, and 


mea Cuckold 


ateady. 
cold Pye in the 
beg Bee, 


= 
» fare I ſhalt 
me, they can't be 


d, there is good 
22 
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aſter 


Well, 
of 


anily to 


F 


my 


is wicked Plot. 


Then ſwert 


ſhall calm my Woes, 


Grief 


And 


Whilſt all who did 


oppole, 
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zz 


as 
wy . 
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. "by, _ = oo jo} 
Im arlet ; t you know Lady? 
1 y! here, turn this mad Wh cn” of 


24 


Lacy. | 
Sir How now, what Uproar's this? 

SER. Eedtice,” yon Slut, won't you know me 
neither ? 
Let. Help, 
Sir Jobs. W 
But. Why, Sir, here's a mad Woman calls herſelf my 
Lady, 2 ing and cuſſing us all round. 
Þ pirty thee ; I never ſaw thee 

Lady. Then it-is vaĩn to Nedreſs from thee, thou 
wicked Contri-er of all my Miſery. 

Nell. How am Lama d Can that be I, there is my 
Cloaths, that have maide all this Diſturbances ? and yet 
I am here, to 


„. What in the Devil's Name, 


| The Devils Pay; Or, 
Murder! Murder! Help! 


(Strikes ber. 
— — 


8 


Y Thea my Wife ! poor Creature, 
before. 


inking, in theſe fne Cloacha. How 


Wretch! the's tar 


7% Wives Metemirphuc'd. 23 
Sir Jabs. What ſays my Loe? Does fhe * 
thee with Madneſs too ? 
Nell. I am not well pray lead me in? 
— and Maid.” 
2 I befeech your Worſhip don t take it i of me, 
Sir Jus Take her and & her kindly... | 
ir u 
a What. wilt become of me? a 
5 -e. | 
Foot. Sir, the F calf here laſt Night, do+ 
— * will give him leave to ſpeak a Word or two . 
3 lng very earneſt Bufineſs.- 
5 N. 9 ine. 
Dock. FT. Sir, I beg 
what J have done, and put my Wrote og 
r 4 
Dock. exercis'd m magick upon; your: 
Lady; I know you ere 
away my Life, face 1 might hare fill ennsrard it, had : 


I pleas'd. 
| brought me ton Glimpſe *. I 
41 Is all my Happineſa then 
turn' d into Viſion only? 4 
| Dea. 1 beg you, fear not'; if any harm comes on it, 
I freely give 2 Seb | 
Sir. Job. ffi en whey you have done. 
Dad. 1 have transform d your Lady's Face, fo that . 
ſhe ſeems the Cobler's Wife, and have charm'd ber 
Face into the Likeneſs of my Lady's; and laſt Nighe : 


* 


when the Storm aroſe, r L 
eack other's Bed. wn 


Sir Jobn. © Wreteh! chov laſbundone me, I dun 
len from the way fo Hopes, and muſt ft e 
curyd with a t ous ife, 4 Fury whom Enser | 
| knew quiet ſince had her. 1 
Dae. I that be all, I can continue the Charm for-: 
boch their Lives. | 
Sie John. Let the Event be what it will, PI ho-: 
. 
ee and pertup 


Gf * W * 


* * 
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it has amaz'd us; Lady was in ſo great a Swoond, 
we though he ha brn den: 
ther Woman. 
by. gl 

* not; J never 
4 b f e 

Let. 5 afhe nant ogin. E 

thought our happineſs was too to last. 

E Fear not, my Servants. It I all rale be 

Endeavour to make you 

Sir Fobn. Perſevere in this and we thall 
3 
y 3 out 
. May Heaven blaſt me, if once I alter from 


my purpoſe, or ever contradict Will 

e Then am Te. ths is « Day Wf Won 
ders indeed. 

Enter Nell. 
» Ja3- Shy gs ves canned, 3 an. gp bene.” 0 
Feb. G lt we FM my Wife? T gad 1 
is 
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